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"How is it the Webbs had no children?" I asked when his laughter
subsided.
"I rather think that Beatrice would have liked just one child to
experiment on but Sidney knew better, it seems." There was a twinkle
of mischief in the Shavian eye. He added: "It would have probably been
a misfit as so many children of geniuses are," This brought us back to the
children of the village. He wanted to know where the children were being
taught, because the old schoolhouse was used as a home by the rector. I
explained that the Ayot children were collected every day and taken by
taxi to their school three miles away. This seemed to amuse him. In the
good old days children had to walk miles and miles in snow and rain
often underfed and ill-clad to the so-called place of instruction. "Do
they learn anything, however?" he asked.
"They still stare at you if you ask them a question," I answered.
"It is they who should be asking the questions," he said. "Fortunately
for me I have no children or my ignorance would have been exposed to
the whole world. I never argued with my father nor asked him why?
why ? why ? As a child I asked him what? what? what? as all children do.
Under this pressure he told me many things I did not know, improvising
his answers on the spur of the moment as I found out later quite correctly.
Like all improvisations they were more interesting and nearer the truth
than mere fact. Would you say you learnt anything at school?" he
asked me.
"I don't think so, except that one teacher read poetry so
beautifully, especially Shakespeare, that my highest ambition was to
be a poet."
"Poor chap. Who has ever made a living as a poet? Was I ever
mentioned at your school?"
"Yes... as an example of a man without poetry."
"My plays are essentially poetic dramas and should be sung. The
teachers have always been the greatest enemies of culture, don't you
agree?"
"No more than the rest of humanity," I answered. "I have never
found the world eager to proclaim the prophet^"
He smiled. "I haven't done so badly, but I had to do all the teaching
and even now I daren't let go. I mustn't turn my back for a minute.
Where is the man to take my place?"
I suggested we were not in need of leaders.
"Yes," he retorted, "but we are in need of intelligence."